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On tlio l.ay of tin TUfiMnn of Mount
IV lee 'aptj J'tlin Hiird.n of tint nleiiim r

I'riiieesri i'sciifrt live- - year-ol- An in !'
Illusion from an open lion), tut Is forced
to leave I t hind lu i fat In r nnd his

I h m k t f i Is by H'--

untitle z and I 'on in In a vain ntlemnt it.
Kfl m m i n w hirli II ni: ton Iiiih iiki na tfed
lo Hind iibonid the rrlit' cH with Ik

iai-r- pioUm: Ids t It tci and
telllrn? the wli. mmI Im f lhi inst thhirnt
of riurril'Jir. llin'ton'n Injury catiHs hi"
inlnd to become it bluiik. Thirteen yeni
elapse. I leini iidefc, iiuW till opium HHilltf
fcb r. wllh I'onlo, In.., a female neeone
plli c, anl the middles bruits that one'
was Iliiiulnri. mine to Seaimrl. wln-r- lit?
widow of npl;,ln Hardin i. JIvIiik wltlii
In r hod Neal a ml A line le I lii)i;lon. and
plot lo Hte-i- the :im is left to Annett"

y her father. Nr;i! tries for iifliiunslon
to 111. N.'iviil academy, but thrntiuli Hi
treatdlt'iy of Joe.V Widi her lH defeated by
Joey mid iIIhi jufd. Nenl enlists In tho
navy. Im. nets a Imp fur Joey and the
roriMplraloi'M Ket hint In their power,

to kIcmI tho piiptTH for them tail
accltle nlnlly nets tlru to lha lliinlln home
and (In hrute-uia- n rcHcuca Annette with,
the pnpei'H from the flame. Annette dls-- j

etiveiH Unit heat applied to the map
the locution of tho lnHt Inland. Hub-- '

peipiendy 'n a HtniKKl" fr ItH pnssfMHloti
Ilia map Ik torn in three parlH. Ibrnan-- i
ilea, Anuetto ami Neal each Herurltitf n'
portion. Annette Hal Ih on the Coronndn
In Heart h of her father. Thu rrew, rrn.ed
by coialnn Hinimnled aboard by llertian- -

(le, mutiny, ami are overcome by n
boardimr party from XL H. Hestruyer
Juckmm, led by Neal.

SIXTH INSTALLMENT

THE CAVERN OF DEATH

CHAPTER XXV.

A Secret Service Message.
Nnnl turnnil to Annette. "Hood," ho

qxdnlmod, "you're Hiifo at any. rato.
Where Ih my mother where are tlio
rest?"

"In tin) wireless room," returned An-

uetto. Sho laughed a bit hysterically.
"Kven Joo Welcher Is qulto Biife," she
Bald.

Neal held her for n monieiit, shield-
ing her body with his own. llo looked
about him.

""'I'll Ih mutiny is over," bo said, In a

tomi of relief.
Ho wan iiillo right. Tlio mutiny

was over, but with disastrous results.
Neat's commanding olliecr lay on the
deek with n fractured skull. Tlio cap-

tain and tlio iiiiilo of tlio fruit steamer
Coronndo wero dead or nearly so, and
tlio decks wero strewn with disabled,
blooding mutineers.

"Now come- with mo," paid Neal. Ho
waved his hand and a small squad of
bis companions Joined him. llo Hought
Bill found bis mother and her fright-
ened companions, Joo Welcher and
tlio Castro girl known to tlio rest as
Irene Courtier, llo led them aft and
placed a guard over them.

"Now," ho said warningly, "slay
whom you nro, mother, nnd all the
rest. You, too, Annette. I'vo got my
work cut out for me for somo hours."

Annetto shook her head. "Not until
I dress your arm," she said.

Neal nodded to ono of his compan-

ions. "Male," he said, "shoot the lirst
person who disobeys. I'vo got other
llsh to fry."

He went back to bis work, llo wig-

wagged to the Jackson for his orders.
Tlio orders wero brief and to tlio
point:

"You tako chargo of the steamer.
Wo are sending help."

Ho took chargo of tlio Bleanier, not
only becauso bo was ordered, but be-

cause he had to.
Insldo of half an hour lie had his

own lieutenant s wounds carefully and
Bcientlllcalfy dressed bud all his
own companions well attended to In
Hhort, in a few hours ho had righted
tho ship completely.

Ho signaled for further orders, for
tho Coronado was now resting quietly
at anchor, ami he got his orders:

'Tut into tho nearest port."
Ity midnight they had reached tho

nearest port -- had docked. Ity mid-

night ho had landed all bis passengers
and bad reported prog-
ress to his commander on the Jack-hoii- .

Ily midnight something else
happened a secret service message
liltereil through space and got tho
wireless operator on the destroyer.
Reduced from cipher, it read about
like this.

American citizen said collecting
arms and ammunition at Martinique
or Porto Rico for Dolores insurrec- -

tion. Follow at once. Investigate, ar--

rest, prevent. Report.
Next morning this news bad filtered

Into Neal. Ho took It to tho homely
little hotel where Annette and his
mother and their party had been bar-bore- d

for tho night. Ho dropped Into
a chair.

"Now." be said. "I can talk and
listen to some t..lk. Ceo whiz, but I'm
dog tired."

Annette pouted; then she smiled. "I
love to talk." she s:iid. And then sho
ndded two significant words. "Scar-face- ."

'

Neal leaped M his feet. "Scar-face,-

be cried. "Where? When? What?"
"On the Coronado." said Annette.

"I saw him twice Scar-fac- e and his j

two companions, tbo big man and tho , a
ether." j

"Tell r;e everything." said Neal. .

She told hi::i. Mo waited impa- - ' 'i
l.ently until sho had finished, then j

darted down upon the wharf again, j

Ho boarded the Coronado and gave or ;

Jers for a search. Tho search was
made, but without avail, for at mid
night on the night before something
else happened. Hernandez and his
two companions, together with his
cargo of cocaine and heroin, had
slipped (iiletly overboard Into a bor-

rowed rowboat and had disappeared.
Neal, ch:igrlned, went back to An-

nette.
"The bird has flown," ho said dis

gruntled.
. "Whom do you go, Neal?" qu rlod

his mother.
"It's an open secret where wo go,"

said Neul, "hut why wo go nobody
knows. Wo go first to Martinique "

Annetto sprang to her feet. ".Mar-

tinique," she cried, "that is whero my
father cumo from where you picked
mo up. I go there, too, Neul. It s tho
.beginning point. It is thero I can find
traco of my father."

Inez shrugged her uhoulders. "It Is
falo," sho Buld.

"We will all go," Bald Mrs. Hardin,
"we will Btlck to Neal. Hut how?"

"Search mo," said Neal, "but 1 can
find that out thero must bo some ves-
sel from this port for southern wa-

ters."
Inez roso and placed a band on

Wolchor'a shoulder. "Leave It to Joey
hern and mo," Bho said.

They scoured tho town, but Inez
Castro was looking for something
other than a boat for Martinique Fi-

nally she saw what she was looking
for a grimy hand thrust from behind
a window shade.

Taiising before tho door of a
habitation , she

glanced up and down the street, then
dragging Joo Welcher close behind
her sho entered the low doorway and
passed Into tho gl:om beyond. A mo-

ment Inter sho faced Hernandez and
bis crow.

"So," sho said airily, pushing Joe
Welcher Into u chair, "so my flash,
friends, where do you think wo go to
now?"

"Where?" demanded Hernandez.
"To Martinique," said Inez Castro,
Hernandez smiled and slapped his

thigh. "So you go to Martinique," he
cried, with a note of triumph in his
voice. "How very fortunate. I go to
Martinique myself."

Tho governor of Martinique glanced
gravely at the pretty girl who fuced
him. Ho laid down tho pleio of tat
tered parchment that ho had Just in
spocted and took up tho locket that
she placed before him.

"I knew your father well fifteen or
sixteen yours ago even before that.
I remember him. This resembleB him,
this plcturo, it does indeed." Ho
smiled. "I remember something elao.
I remember also you."

"You remember me," cried Annette.
"You must have a wonderful memory,
sir."

Tlio governor held up his hands.
"Ono remembers everything that 'hap-
pened in a year like that," he said, "a
year that wip;d out thousands upon
thousands of our people."

"Is there any due to my father?"
queried Annetto.

"Little one," said tho governor,
'there was no duo to anything or any-
body, or any place."

Annette rose. "There's nothing else
that you remember of my f..t!ier?" she
liieried.

"The governor searched his mem-
ory. "Yes," be said. "I think a mys-
tery there was a tang of adventure
about him. He, too, was a rover
always restless always on the move.
Hut for bis child one might have called
Mm tt soldier of fortune honest, per-
haps too honest, but fearless"

"And true," said Annette.
"Fearless nnd true," repeated tho

governor nodding.
"What is past is past," ho said. "(lid

I'elee is ashamed of himself. The
Isle of Martinique grows green. Wo
sing, we laugh, my people a:ul myself.
Kven all this week we celebrate. You
must join us.' Ho signe.l half n dozen
cards of invitation a:id handed them
to Joe Welcher, who sat quite as
usual, sulking l:i the background. "The
governor's levee," he went on airily,
"und you are all invited."

CHAPTER XXVI.

The Razor Back.
Around the corner of the coast line

on the ls!e of Martinique Invisible
both fr.im the bridge of the destroyer
Jackson und from the grounds of the
governor, there Jutted out Into the
sea a cliff, stern and forbidding. As
a matter of fact, it was not all rock,
this cliff a large part of its formation
was of clay. lown the face of this
cliff, its sharp edges rising now and
then into the air like peaks, there
trailed a path, narrow and perilous,
from shore t.) cliff edge, known to cer-
tain of the inhabitants of .Martinique
as the Hnzcr I'ack.

Along this sharp, steep ed?e ran
rope, and climbing the Razor Hack,

clinging to this rope with a huge bur-de- n

on his shoulders, upward crawlcJ
man. lie low him. thrusting its noso

Into the beach, was a disreputable-lookin- g

Doat ladfn with hvtvy wooden
boxes.
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This tnan, In reality a giant, looked
like a pygmy from bolowr as ho
crawled hand over hand to the heights
above. At tho edge of the cliff ho was
assisted by two other men who
dragged him on to terra flrma and
who relieved him of his burden. This
burden they carried between them to
a hut, Heforo doing so they cut the
big man across the shoulders with a
whip and pointed to the shore below.
The big man nodded. Ho stood for
ono moment on the edge of the cliff
and gazed about him. He gauged tne
grade of the wicked, sharp, big Razor
Hack, and nodded once again; then
nimbly ho leaped over the face of the
cliff, striking his heels Into the edge
of that perilous puth some thirty feel
or more below and then In spite of
his hugo bulk ran like a deer down
to the beach.

i no men anove uroppeu me.r our -

den and watched him.
"Ah," said Hernandez to his com-

rade I'onlo, "the beast ho knows that
Razor Hack. Ho has not forgotten fif-

teen years ago."
Thero was a touch upon Hernandez'

shoulder. Hernandez whirled oh
though ut the fall of a trigger. A

third man faced him, cunni-

ng-eyed. Hernandez breathed a
sigh of relief.

Half an hour later, with his final
load strapped to his back, tho brute
climbed for the last time over the
edgo of tho cliff, this time bearing his
own burden to the hut. The three
men already within the hut admitted
him.

There was no window to this hut,
and tho light within was dim. Tho
room was bare. "Tidy little bunga- - j

low, friend smuggler of Martinique,"
ho said. '

The other man smiled grimly In his
turn. "Tidy is the word, soldier of

l
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fortune," he returned. "At any rate
It's safe. You think all the palace
matches it. Come with me."

Ho strode to the corner of the hut
and threw aside a matchbox. Leaning
down he cleared away- - a number of
short wormeaten boards, then ho lift-
ed up a sheetlron door. With an ex-

clamation cf surprise Hernandez and
his companions observed that there
was a narrow passageway cut
through the solid earth. One by one
each nan lowered himself Into this
passageway and followed his leader.
From a perpendicular shaft the corri-
dor shelled off into a passage almost
horizontal and widened as It went.

-- his," said the smuggler of Mar-e4((u-

"is the third Btory, as it were.
rat, cot gaudy."
"Now for the bathroom, if you

please."
This time they descended a wider

sot of stairs and stepped out upon a
ledge that surrounded a deep and lim-

pid pool of water. Hernandez regard-
ed this pool attentively.

"First it rises," he exclaimed, "and
then it falls."

"Ah," said the man of Martinique,
"we are at sea level. This is a cave
and there is no outlet to it."

"Somewhere there is." returaed
Hernandez.

"Yes, In the attic the sky parlor,"
said the other man.

"Somewhere else," said HornanJeZ,
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"Oh, well, If you will," said the
smuggler, "but one must swim under
water to find the other outlet." He
folded his arms. "What do you think
of my palace now?" he said.

He stooped and plucked at another
Iron ring in the floor. It disclosed a
smaller bole filled with contents of
strange appearance.

Hernandez seized the lantern.
"What of this?" he said. "This com-

modity I do not know."
"Careful," exclul.-.e- the other man.

"If those gboul, tiie authorities, ever
have the temerity to discover my
cache, 1 snail not be here. I shall be
a mile away a mile, not less; and
from that safe point of vantage I shall
press a button and pouf none will
cvfir ivG t0 telj tn0 talo none, save
myself."

icn,anHez eyed the other man with
, un(,sgui8tMl admiration.

'How I should like to see It work,"
he said.

The other nodded. "Some day
who knows you shall, for you are a
man after my own heart, friend Her-

nandez. Come, lot us ascend to the
skylight once again."

They did as they were bid and as-

sisted the gentleman of Martinique to
lower his new stores to their resting
placo below. Suddenly the man of
Martinique held up his hand.

"Walt," he whispered, "someone
comes."

Their trained ears detected the
sound of stealthy footsteps creeping
around and around the hut. The foot-Btcp- s

ceased and there was a knock
upon the door.

Outsldo there stood a man a man
who sprang back In alarm at the sight
of the crafty countenance of this cunnin-

g-looking stranger. But Hernandez
clicked his teeth.

"It's Joo Welcher," said Hernandez.
"Come In, Joey boy, you're welcome."

Welcher looked about hini and then
sidled t- -j Hernandez.

"A n- from Inez," he whispered to
tlis laUv, "about the governor's le-

vee."

CHAPTER XXVII.

Decoy.
NVal out of one of the small

boats of the destroyer Jackson and
ran nimbly up the wharf. Ho had
good reason to, for on. the veranda of
a hotel not a quarter of a mile nway
ho saw a girl he know. In record time
ho was by her side.

"Look," Baid Annette to Neat's
mother and Inez, "look who's here."

"Always," said Inez, "do I lilo u uni-

form and," she added coyly, with a
leer toward Neal, "and what cones In
them too."

"You git my note?" queried Annette.
"I got it," returned Neal, "but no

go."
"What are you talking about?" said

Annetto. "We are specially invited by

the governor himself."
"I'm out of It, I toll you," repeated

Neal. "I!ut I'll tell you what I'll do.
I'll como to the back gate of the gov-

ernor's garden and I'll flirt with you."
Many came and most were served

that night. But among the first to
come, though none were served, were
four uninvited guests. They wero a
strange quartet, these four, and they
came to s!o rather than to be sem.

Each one of these four men became
a shadow in himself, watching, ever
watching. Suddenly there was a light
tread upen the graveled path. A
Jaunty figure swung Into the moon-
light and looked about him. Out of
the hundred guests or so that clus-
tered about the verandas of the dis-

tant house Neal peered anxiously for
Annette Ilingtcn.

He trilled a little whistle his sig-

nal and Annette's and as though that
whistle were a signal for an onslaught,
a hugo shadow alid another sprang
across the Intervening space and
caught Neal from behind. A coat or
clcak descended over his head with
all the effectiveness of a strait-Jacke-

It was the governor himself who
kept Annette within the range of ar-

tificial light aiul from her appointment
In the moonlight out beyond.

While she still talked to the gover-
nor, an individual with cunning eyes
and insinuating leer stepped up to the
flunky at tho main gate that led to tho
governor's mansion and handed him a
note.

"For a guest Miss Ilington," he
said. "I nm to wait for an answer."

The flunky nodded, summoned an
othor flunky, and handed him tho Bote.
Tho flunkv made, an inquiry or two.
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:hen stepped directly to the governor
md handed him the note.

"This is the young lady here, Fran-!ois,- "

exclaimed the governor.
Annette took the note to a window

tfhere there was somewhat better
Ight, and opened it. It was written
n a 8rawling, unaccustomed hand.
This Is what it said:

Have seen scar face. Need you a
moment for Identification. We have
un him down. Come with bearer of

:his note. Excuse scrawl right hand
V. G. Hastily,

NEAL.
P. S. Don't drag mother into this,

"ome as you are.
Annette beckoned to the flunky.

'Where," she said, "Is the bearer of
:his note?"

The flunky hewed. "Follow me," he
?ald.

At the gate there stood a man wait-

ing hat In hand a man with cunning
syes and Insinuating smile.

"Mr. Hardin sent you?" she in-

quired.
The man bowed. "Oui, mademoi-

selle," he returned.
"Whero is he now?" she queried

cautiously.
"Where ho said ho would wait by

the postern garden gate," returned the
bearer.

Disarmed, she followed thl3 man
into the shadows.

In another instant Bho had reached
a carriage and a:i instant later some-

thing descended over her head, Bmotli-erin-

her cries something bound her
arms to her side. Hut the smuggler
had been right. Neal was thero, bound
und speechless helpless on the bot-

tom of tho carriago.
An instant later the vehicle rattled

sharply off into the night.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

The Sponge Diver.
Annette opened wide her eyes. She

uttered a:i exclamation of delight as
she saw Neal Hardin.

"Well, we're here," she said.
"I should think we were," said Neal.
He looked about him. Annette was

bound firmly to tho only chair in the
place and he was tied quite as firmly
to a stanchion In another corner. The
place was a rude hut.

"I see," said Neal, "that we're not
alone."

"Obviously not," returned Annette.
On tho floor between them lay the

brute resting but wide eyed with the
lash of a whip lying across his shoul
ders. Ponto, tho Mexican, watched
red eyed and gloating.

Something happened In a corner. A

portion of the floor rose from the
ground and two men struggled up

from a passageway. One of them was
Hernandez; the other was the smug
gler of Martinique. Hernandez nod j

ecu to rsoai ana 10 Aiinoue. no wu
frcm his pocket a tattered parchment
map which ho had pasted well to-

gether.
"It Is the map of the lost Isle ol

Cinnabar," ho said In suave accents,
"and I have other evidence besides.'
He glanced uncertainly toward tht
brute. "An identifying locket," he
went on, "and other things."

"What do you expect to do with
them?" said Annetto belligerently
"You aro not Annetto Ilington."

Hernandez snfcled Bmlled a bit tac
grir. ly. "Perhaps," he said, "I can
fir."', some Annetto Ilington who will
do r.y bidding. At any rate there will
hereafter be no Annette llir.gton who
will try to thwart tie."

Neal started. "What do you mean?''
ho said.

I nean,'' returned Hernandez, with
a gesture toward tho smuggler of Mar- j

Unique, "that In all parts of the world
I am able to find people who do my j

Dluuing. J nis gentleman can uo u
well. I may as well tell you, children J

that you have perhaps an hour to live,
perhaps less."

The brute looked up, his eyes
glassy, strange. He rubbed a red spot
on his am the mark left by Hernan-
dez' hypodermic needle,

"You are right, Ponto," Eaid Hernan
dez, "it was the only way to drug him.
Lend ms your whip."

He seized the whip and struck the
brute heavily across the shoulders
The brute sprang to his feet, growling
in his throat, but ho fell back before
Hernandez.

Potto untied a single knot the
knot that oound Neal to a stanchion.
Then at another word the brute
3eized Neal. streqgling, In his arms,
and with blm descended through the
iiass&seway.

Dropped Into the Sea.
Annette viewed this proceeding

with alarm. She struggled fiercely.
Five minutes later the brute re-

turned and once more under the sting-
ing lash of the whip seized Annette
and bore her below. Hernandez and
his two companions followed them
down.

"Ah," said the smuggler to Neal and
Annette, "this house has all appoint-
ments. This Is the swimming pool,
my friends. You can swim here for
one hour or less. This is in truth
a cavern of death. I hate to do it,"
he added Just before he disappeared,
"but needs must when the devil
drives."

There was a click as the stone trap
dropped Into place.

"This is a pretty pickle," exclaimed
Neal to Annette.

They were lying on opposite sides
of that black pool.

"If you can crawl," said Neal, "crawl
for your life."

Annette understood. Little by little
Neal worked himself along his side of
the ledge and Annette along hers,
each gradually approaching the other
around tho circle. Finally their heads
touched.

"Careful," said Neal; "close to the
wall. Now let mo have your hands.
Let mo unbind you first."

On the surfaco of the earth above
Hernandez and his companions loaded
their cases into a cart and drove far
across the wilderness into a ravine.

"Here," said the man of Martinique,
lifting up the cover of a metal box
set in tho rock, "here is the switch of
which I spoke. Ono turn of the wrist
pouf then oblivion."

"I gave them an hour," said Hernan-
dez grimly, "and I keep my word. Let
us drink."

On the shore below the cliff at the
foot of the forbidding Razor Back a
sponge diver disported himself in the
water beside his boat, cutting and
tearing sponges from their nativ
home of rock and coral for a living'.
Then suddenly ho forgot the business
of collecting sponges.

He rose again, empty handed this
time, and dived again, peering at some-
thing strange and new. Then with
downward-slantin- strokes he sud-
denly disappeared. Ho came up in an
instant in almost total darkness, then
bobbing on the surface he rubbed hia
eyes, Jabbering excitedly.

"Hey there," cried a voice, "and who
are you?"

The sponge diver jabbered some
more. Well might he jabber. It was
a strange sight that confronted him.
Two young people were seated almost
in darkness on the edge of a black
pool.

"How did you get here?" queried
Neal.

The man for all his jabbering was
polyE,ot. 1Ie knew pl(jgin EngIish and
Neal knew how to talk it, bo they got
along admirably together. Neal told
him his story. The man climbed up
upon the ledge and listened eagerly.
Suddenly ho grew excited. It was evi-

dent that he knew the reputation ol
this place.

"You come with me come right
away," ho said.

Neal set the fast-wanin- lantern by
Annette's side. "Ono moment, dear,"
he said to Annette, "and I will be back.
If what ho says Is true "

In another instant with his hand
on tho shoulder of the sponge diver,
Neal was swimming down, down
toward the outer opening. As he saw
the light filtering in from underneath
he gave a gasp that almost choked
him.

In another Instant he had returned
for Annette, and with her at bis side
the two swam In the direction that the
diver had taken.

The sponge diver, still gesticulating
excitedly, hauled them rapidly Into hie
small boat.

"Mo row, you row like the devil,
he exclaimed.

Neal rowed like the devil, and tha
boat skimmed over the

water like mad. Suddenly Annette in
the bow extended her right arm.

"Look, lcok, Neal," she exclaimed,
"for God's sake, look."

Neal heard first, then he looked, and
as he looked the whole face of that
hugo cliff behind them thrust Itself
Into the air and with a mighty roat
dropped Into the sea.

"It's Mount Pelee," cried Annette
covering her face with her hands.

Neal shook his head. "That isn f

Pelee," he returned grimly, it's dynl
mite If I know anything of dyna
mite."

(TO BS CONTINUED.)


